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Tl^e Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

C?^r- No nothing blit our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, lookc how it ftealcs away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out attheportall. Exitghofi, 
Ger. This is the very coy nage of your braine, 

This bodilclTe creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful! mufick : it is not madneffe 
That I have uttred,bring me to the teft. 

And Ithematter will re-word, which madnefle 

W ould gambole from . Mother, for love of grace 

Lay not this flatktringtin<ftion toyouf foule, i 

That not your trefpalTe but my madnefle fpeakesj 

It will but skinand filmc theulcerotfS place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedfs unleene : contefle your felfe to heaven. 

Repent what's paft, avoid what i^yiocOme, ' 

And doe not (pread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue, 
Forinthefatnefleof thefepurfietimeS' ' 

Vertue it felfe ofvice muftpardonbegge, ; 

Yeacourbandwooe fbrleavdtodoenimgood. ■ ' ^ 

Ger. O Hamlet,tho\i haft cleft my heart in twaine* 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it, . ; 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my unties bed, ■ 

Afliime a vertue ifyou have it hdr. 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth cat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufe of adl ions-ftire and good 0 *0 

Helikewife givesafrockebrLivery;oIdr.f:‘ ■ ■ i ■ 

That aptly is put on: refrain to ni^t, ; ' 

And that /hall lend a fcindeofeafinefler ‘ t’* - c-ii- ;• 

Tothenextahftinencc,thenextmoreeafte;- 

For ufcalmoft can change the ftampe of nature, - ‘ ' 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 

With wondrous potency : Once more good|night. 

And when you are defirous tobc bleft 
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lleblefllngbeg ofyou : for thitS fame Lord 
I doc repent, but heaven hath pleas d it lo. 

To punifti me with this, and this with me. 

That I muftbetheir fcourge and miniftcr ; 
Iwillbeftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

I muft be crucll onely to be kinde. 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behind* 

Oneword more good Lady. , 

Gw.Whatfhallldoe? . ■ . * 

HamNot this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 
let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe, 
pinch wanton on your cneeke,call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechy kiffes. 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentiaily am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know, 
For who that’s but Queen, faire,fober, wife. 
Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such dcare concernings hide ? who would doc lb ? 
No, in delpight of fenfe and fccrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou afliir’d if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. ■ ' 

I muft to England, you know that. 

^ 5 ^^r.Alacke I had forgot, ., 

Tis lb concluded on. 


feard,i82 my twofehool-fellowsi 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d, 

Jhey beare the mandate, they muft fweep my my$ 
And ma^all me to knavery j let it worke, 

or tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
with his owne pctar,an’t Ihailgoe hard 
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